Jtfalay

JHE Stars await, serene and white,

The unarisen moon;
Oh, come and stay with me to-night,

Beside the salt Lagoon!

My hut is small, but as you lie,

You see the lighted shore,
And hear the rippling water sigh

Beneath the pile-raised floor.

No gift have I of jewels or flowers,

My room is poor and bare:
But all the silver sea is ours,

And all the scented air

Blown from the mainland, where there grows

TV "Intriguer of the Night,"
The flower that you have named Tube-rose,

Sweet scented, slim, and white.

The flower that, when the air is still
And no land breezes blow.